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Summary: Penelope Garcia was kidnapped the night before she was 
supposed to leave for England. Will her team be able to find her and 
save her in time? Or will she end up like every other 
victim? 


If I Die Young 

Penelope slowly woke up, her eyes scanning the dark, musty room, but 
there wasn't much to see, her vision was blurry. There was a pounding 
in her left temple, she slowly lifted her hand up to her head, her 
fingers touching blood. She hissed in pain, trying her hardest to get 
a feel of her surroundings. 

"Where am I...?" Her voice was just a whisper. 

"You're home now Miss Garcia, or should I say. Baby Girl." A mans 
voice echoed around the small room, sending shivers down the 
technical analysts spine. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>The BAU Bullpen<strong> 

Derek Morgan sat at his desk, trying to pass the time. The team 
didn't have any major cases, nothing the local PD couldn't 
handle . 

He was planning on taking his best friend, Penelope Garcia, out to 
lunch, but she was no where to be seen. In fact, the bubbly techie 
had gone on a two week vacation, cutting all communicat ion with the 
team . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>"So I'm leaving for England tonight and I have a few ground 



rules that all of you must follow or I'll destroy your credit." She 
said, earning a chuckle from her God of chocolate thunder. "Rule one: 
No cases! I refuse to be called for any cases! Rule two: You may only 
call me if someone is dying, and yes, this rule includes you Hot 
Chocolate." Her eyes landed on a pouting Derek Morgan. <em> 

_"But baby girl... What if I want to call and hear that sexy voice of 
yours?" He winked, flashing a charming smirk. _ 

_"Sorry Morgan, you'll just have to listen to my voicemail because 
I'm not answering. I'll only call you if there's been an 
emergency . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It had only been a day since then and Derek already missed his 
baby girl. He couldn't help but wonder what he would do without her 
for these next two weeks. She was the one who kept him sane, she was 
his god given solace. He hated to admit it, but he needed her, and he 
couldn't stop worrying about her.<p> 

"Earth to Derek!" Emily chuckled, bringing Derek out of his thoughts 
"Hotch wants us in the round table room. He won't tell us what's 
going on." She said, sighing. 

Derek rubbed his head and got up, grabbing his coffee cup "It's 
probably a case, I just don't know how we're going to function 
without Penelope." He said with a chuckle "I mean, Kevin's good, but 
he's no Penelope" 

Emily rolled her eyes "Oh you're just upset because Kevin won't boost 
your ego like Garcia does" She teased. Derek put a hand over his 
heart "Ohhh harsh!" 

The laughter and joking soon stopped with they walked into the round 
table room. Up on the screen was a live feed of a woman, she looked 
like she was in her late twenties, early thirties, she was blood, and 
had a bit of a thicker build. She had a bunch of gashes with what 
looked like a stick of something poking out of the wound, the rest of 
the skin stitched up around it. 

The woman lifted her head up, facing the camera. Derek could've sworn 
his heart stopped in that moment. His baby girl was tied up and 
helpless, and he had no idea where she was. He couldn't protect 
her . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The first thing Penelope noticed when the dimly lit light bulb 
turned on was the camera pointed directly in front of her. The second 
thing was all of the tools of torture scattered around the room. Her 
breath caught in her throat, was this psycho going to use these on 
her... And record it?!<p> 

"So, Penelope, tell me. How long have you been fucking Derek 
Morgan? ! " The mans voice was filled with hatred and spite "How long 
have you been fucking that jock?!" 


Penelope was terrified, her entire body shaking from the fear. In her 
mind she kept telling herself that she'd be okay, that the team would 



find her and rescue her from this hell, but deep down she knew they'd 
be too late. They had all promised to give her two weeks to herself, 
no contact at all. This man had two weeks of uninterrupted 
torture . 

Garcia watched as the man turned the camera on, slowly making his way 
over to the torture devices, his fingertips lightly brushing every 
one of them before he stopped on some fire crackers . He smirked and 
picked them up, along with a knife, and a needle and thread. "I have 
a little game for you. I ask you a question, you answer it honestly, 
and I won't light a fire cracker off in your skin. If you lie to me, 

I will." He said with a slight chuckle. 

He cut a long, semi deep gash into Penelope's arm before placing two 
fire crackers in the gash and stitching the wound shut. "Let the 
games begin." 


End 
f lie . 



